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ST. HERBERT. Hreuneadl of the gloominess of the even- 
A TALE. ing escaped by a Indder that was placed 
_~ against a lamp post near my window.” —~ 
(Concluded from our last.) * And did you enquire the name of him 


— who was offered you, my love ?” said 

“She knew him instantly, and drop- |} he. “ No,” answered Caroline, “1 chut 
ping her face upon his shoulder, gave || my ears when my father would have 
way to the emotions of her heart in a |} mentioned it.” “ Cruel girl,” said he, 
copious gush of tears, without being-capa- || “ how have you disturbed your own 
ble of uttering a single syllable. He kis- || tranquility and mine ; how have you re- 
sed away the drops as they fell, and for |} tarded our felicity ;—I was the man he 
some minutes stood silent ; then lead- {| meant.” You, my Albudor ?—you ?” 
ing her to a seat placed himself at her || “yes, my love; our parents in our in 
side. “Ah Albudor,”—sobbed she at |} fant years had destined us foreach other, 
length, * did you know what | have suf- || but as youth is apt to be froward, they 
fered during your absence, your bosom || were apprehensive that if their inten- 
‘Would bleed for me ; for it is only upon || tions were made known, we might con- 
your account that I have suffered—yes, || sider ourselves as under constraint, and 
rather than break the vows I had made || that instead of loving, we should hate 
you, [ preferred leaving my home, my |! ene another ;—they therefore kepg@heir 
parents, and all that I held precious.”’— || wishes secret, and with transport be- 
“And why did you flee my ange! Caro- |} held our growing affection, only waiting, 
line,” asked he. *‘ Because’ returned she, || like us till I should be established in 
“My father pressed me to marry one || business, for the completion of their and 
Whom he called a man of his choicé,& up- || our mutual desires.—The moment that 
on my"refusing to see or speak to him, || the vessel in which I returned from Hol 
my parent teld me he would be obeyed,& || land eame within the Hook, I wrote te 
that whether I consented or not,my nup- || my father, acquainting him with my ar- 
tials should be celebrated that night ; so || rival, and inclosed a note fer you; he 
Saying,he quitted my chamber, and lock- |! went instantly to your father’s, whe be* 
ed the door after him, when I, taking ad- | ing willing to indulge a merry bumeur, 
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spoke to youin the manner which alarm- 
ed you so much ;—but come, my Caro- 
fine, he has already wept enough, hast- 
en with me to dry up his tears, and to 
bind the broken heart of your afflicted 
mother” “ And can it be possible,”— 
exclaimed she, “does our love indeed 
meet with their approbation ?-Yes, I will 
hasten with you immediately, and on my 
knees ask them forgiveness for the an- 
guish I have caused them to feel ;—yet 
satisfy me in one particular—who in- 
formed you of the place of my retire- 
ment ?” « An Indian,” answered Albudor, 
“who saw your picture in my bosum, 
told me where resided the fair original.” 
At this moment the mistress of the house 
entered with the tea-board—she knew 
Caroline’s story, and needed only see 


the pair, to know that the lover was pre- 
sent, 


Having received her congratulations 
upon their happy rencontre, he arose to 
take leave, “ And why will you leave 
vs so soon,” demanded the elder lady— 
“My host will expect me,” answered 
he, “the good old St. Herbert.”—St. 
Herbert!” reiterated, she, in a tone of 
surprise, “ St. Herbert, where does he 
live ?—Who is he ;” “ He is your neigh- 
bour, madam ;” “An old man, did you 
say >” “I did ;” “ How long has he re- 
resided here ?” “ For very many years.” 
“Oh!” exclaimed she, bursting mto 
tears, “lead me to him, for it must be 
my brother.” 

H@wever, at the instance of Albudor, 
who apprehended that her sudden and 
unexpected appearance might operate 
too powerfullyupon the sorrow-worn her- 
mit, she dispatched a note to him, by 
one of her servants, and before the man 
had well delivered it, her impatience had 
led her to the door of St. Herbert’s cot 
— its owner stood ready to receive her 
—and with many drops of renewed af- 





fection did they bedew each others fad- 
ed cheek. , 





== 
When they had obtained a degree 
of composure, Albudor, who with his 
Caroline had followed St. Herbert's sis. 
ter, enquired how long she had dwelt 
in the vicinity of her brother; “ For 
three years,” replied she, “ and yet un 
til this morning have never had an idea 
of his being here ; however that is not 
to be wondered at, for as it was my in- 
tention to withdraw from the world en 
tirely, I made no enquiries concerning it; 
and my two aged domestics, possessing 
even more taciturnity than myself, it 
cannot be expected that they were either 
inquisitive or communicative.”—St. He 
bert being willing to know by what 
means she had been induced to seclude 
herseif from society, she satisfied his cu 
riosity thus: “ Shortly after your unex 
pected flight from the city, a young 
French merchant from Montreal became 
acquainted with me, and perceiving my 
attachment to him, asked permission of 
my father to marry me, who thinking 
that it was an advantageous offer, con 
sented without hesitation, but the restof 
the family opposed it so violently, that 
my father with tears in his eyes, intreat- 
ed us to be united privately, and then 
to set out for Canada without delay; 
as my brothers had vowed to assassinale 
Dugazon if I persisted in my attachment 
—he being in point of politics and reli 
gion their declared enemy—we obey- 
ed, and in the silence of midnight I ut 
tered my vows to Dugazon before Hear 
en; then having received upon my knee? 
the whispered blessing of my wéepig 
parent, I bade him an everlasting adieu. 
—We arrived at Montreal after a tedious 
journey, and for several years I searee 
knew what anxiety was, save in the ab- 
eense of my adored partner ; but death, 
the great leveller of man’s proudest 
schemes of felicity, laid my ido! in the 
dust,and withered by one stroke my eve 
blooming joy; there was now nothing 
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upon earth that was worth my wishes, ; 
gad desirous of being excluded from 
cares which were no longer pleasing, I 
retired to the monastfy where my hus- 
band was interred.—I here indulged my- 
self in weeping over his relics and ming- 
ling my petitions with my tears; my 
mind by iusensible degrees, became calm- 
er, and | mourned as one of those who 
did not mourn without hope. For eight 
years I resided there, when the building 
taking fire, it was burnt down to the 
ground, and as the rebuilding of it was 
protracted for some fime, I grew tired 
of living among strangers ; so, collecting 
what money I had left, I put the major 
part out at a moderate interest, and with 
the residue purchased the spot I now 
occupy from a young man, who was as 
much disgusted with solitude as I was 
charmed with it. Once have I quit my 
mansion since then in order to transact 
some urgent business at New-York, and 
upon my return homeward I met with 
my eloping Caroline, who being young 
and a stranger, I invited her to accom- 
pany me, intending to have kept her 
with me, till we could have gained some 
intelligence respecting this young gen- 
tleman; but surely, my brother, since 
We have so happily met,we will not stay 
here to renew our past sorrows, let us 
return to aur native city, and close our 
livesin peace,where they so prosperous- 
ly began.” “ No, Julia,” sighed St. Her- 
bert, “since I last saw you, I have had 
iwife, a daughter, and a friend, but they 
Were mortal, and the cold fetters of the 
Brave now encircle them; when I was 
deprived of the last, I forsook the tene- 
ment where I had seen and had been 
blessed’ with them all; I wedded my- 
“elf to this and vowed never to forsake 
it; I will not cancel my vow. Here have 
Thad daily converse with my griefs, and 
il the wand of an eternal sleep shall 








Press heavy on my lids, T will not admit 


of a thought of felicity—no, not on this 
side of the grave.” Finding that all en- 
deavours to persuade him to a removal 
were useless, Albudor and Caroline 
agreed upon setting out for the city the 
next day. Julia determined upon stay- 
ing with St. Herbert, promising them, 
however, that should she survive him, 
she would come and take up her resi- 
dence with them for the rest of her life. 

The remaining part of the day was 
spent in sober chearfulness, but toward 
its close, St. Herbert called Albudor to 
him, “ My son,” said he, “I believe I 
am drawing near to the valley of death, 
my exertions last night to collect the in- 
cidents of my life, were too great for 
a debilitated frame like mine to support ; 
do you however profit by them; re- 
member the instructions that have been 
given me; and when you find that my 
spirit is gone, lay my corps by the side 
of my Louisa; my domestics will shew 
you where my papers are, go now and 
call my family.’—-They came, he salu- 
ted them with affection, and committing 
his spirit to the all-sufficient Power who 
framed it, expired in the united arms ef 
Julia and Albudor. 

After the usual time, they placed him 
by the side of his consort, and upon 
perusing his papers, found that he had 
bequeathed his property there to the 
old mulatto and his daughter, beside a 
considerable sum of money ; and the 
residue to be distributed among the ne- 
cessitous of any place whatever. Julia 
presented her little farm to her domes- 
tics, and proceeded to the metropolis 
with Albudor and Caroline, who were 
united in presence of their rejoicing 
friends and r-latives, and fora length of 
time enjoyed the blessings resulting from 
prosperity and sincere affection; and 
when they sunk in the vale of years, a 
numerous offspring arose before them,to 
cherish their declining days and imitate 
their virtues. 
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THE PROPHET OF THE ALLEGHANY j/and, by returning to these invaders of 
Published last fall in London, under the |) the grave the long arrears of vengeanee, 
head of ‘“* American Literature 








restore again the tired and wandeting 


Concluded from our last. spirits to their blissful paradise far be 


_ yond the blue hills.* 
“ Red men of the woods, hear what 


the Great Spirit says to the children | 
who have forsaken him ! 

“Through the wide regions that 
Were once the inheritance of my peo- 
ple ; and where for ages they roved as 
free as the wild winds, resounds the axe 
of the white man. The paths of your 
forefathers are polluted by their foot- 


_ steps, and your hunting fields are every || you into the belief of that divinity whos 
day wrested from their arts. Once | very precepts they plead in justificati 


on the shores of the mighty ocean your || \¢ jn the iniserios they have heapéd 
fathers were wont to enjoy all the lux- 
triant delights of the deep; now you || 
are exiles in swamps or on barren hills, || 
and these wretched possessions you en- 
joy by the precarious tenure of the 
white man’s will. The shrill ery of 
yveery of wer uo more ia heard on the , christian usurpers—if you are unsltem, 
majestic shores of the Hudson, or the ip Py new Goode Sal 
. sweet banks of the: silver Mohawk. ‘customs—you will be the friend of the 

There, where the Indian lived and died || 4. man, and the follower of A 
free us the air he breathed, and chased —my wrath shall follow -you. 1a 

the panther and the deer from morn ‘dart nt aries yy meh S ‘able 


till “evening—even there the christian 
: aa ; ;among your towns, and send the war 
slave cultivates the soil in undisturbed |, |. : 
‘ring tempests of winter to devour yo 


hihi: aad ; al 
| serene Derm “ re behind Ye shall become bloated with intempet 
‘ ot your brie why trae ae POW ance, your number shall dwindle away 
rs. Have yenot .. ~ 
heard at evening, and sometimes in the until but a few wretched slaves survitt, 
deddof hight, those mournful and me and these shall be driven deeper até 
J - 


ew deeper into the wild, there to associate 
d tog ’ 
lodious sounds that steal through the \\wildhthe dastard beasts’ of the Mi 


deep vilies,a or along the mountain’ ' 

1 | who once fled before the mighty hut 
r) { gly 

sides like the song of echo? These are pra of your tribe. ‘The spirits of yal 


ies bares @ te pay tn fathers shall curse you from the short 
, pes have deen turned up by the sac- |i oF that happy island in the great lath 
rilegious labours of the white men, and Where they enjoy an everlasting Sa 

left to the mercy of the rain and tem- y enjoy — 


pest. They call upon you to avenge || *« The answering voices heard from t 
them-—they adjure you by every mo-|/caves and hollows, which the Latins eal 
tive that can rouse the hearts of the |'*/%:'hey the Indisns) suppose to “a 


| vilings of soul h 
brave, to wake from your long sleep, pisces” a mene Baa artitt 








* These are the blessings you owe to 
the Christians. They have driven yout 
fathers from their ancient inheritance 
—they have destroy:d them with the 
sword and poisonous liquors—they have 
dug up their bones, and there left them 
‘to bleach in the wind—and now they 
aim at completing your wrongs, and i- 
suring your destruction, by cheating 


ee ee ee eee 





upon your race. 





| & Hear me, O deluded people, for 
‘the last time !—If you persist in desert 
ling my altars, if still you are determite 
ed to listen with fatal credulity, to the 
(Strange pernicious doctrines of thee 
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of huoting, and chase the wild deer | 
with dogs swilter than the wind. Last- 
ly, I swear, by the lightning, the thun- 
der and the tempest, that in the space 
of sixty moons, of all the Seuecas, not 
one of yourselves or your posterity 
shall remain on the face of the earth.” 

The prophet ended his message, 
which was delivered with the wild elo- | 
quence of real or fancied inspiration, 
and all at once the crowd seemed to be 
agitated with a savage sentiment of in- 
dignation against the good missionary. 
One of the fiercest broke through the 
circle of old men to dispatch him, but 
was restrained by their authority. 

When this sudden feeling had some- 
what subsided, the mild and benevolent 
apostle obtained permission to speak in 
behalf ofhim who had sent him. Never 
have | seen a more touching pathetic 
figure than this good man. He seem- 
ed past sixty---his figure tall, yet bend- 
ing---his face mild, pale, and highly in- 
tellectual---and over his forehead, which 
yet displayed its blue veins, were scat- 
tered, at solitary distances, a few grey 
hairs. Though his voice was clear, and 
his action vigorous, yet there was that 
in his looks, which scemed to say his 
pilgrimage was soon to close forever. 

With pious fervour he described to 
his audiance the glory, power, and_ be- 
neficence of the Creator of the whole 
Universe ; he told them of the pure de- 
lights of the christian. Heaven and 
of the never ending tortures of those 
who rejected the precepts of the gos- 
pel ; he painted in glowing and fervid 





colours the filial piety, theypatience, the 


sufferings of the Redeemer, and how | 
he perished on the cross for the sins of | 


the whole human race ; and finally, he 
touched, with energetic brevity, on the 
unbounded mercies of the Great Being, 
who thus gave his only begotten Son a 
Sacrifice for the redemption of mankind. 


When he had concluded this part of 


|| the subject, he proceeded to place be- 


fore his vow attentive auditors, the ad- 
vantages of civizilation, of learning, sci- 
ence, and a regular system of laws and 


, morality. He contrasted the wild In- 


dian, roaming the desert in savage inde- 
pendence, now revelling in the bloed of 
enemies, and in his turn the victim of 
their insatiable vengeance, with the 
peaceful citizen, enjoying all the com- 
forts of cultivated life in this happy 
Jand, and only bounded in his indulgen- 
ces by those salutary restraints which 
contribute as well to his own happiness 
as that of suciety at large. He descri- 
bed the husbandman enjoying, in the 
bosom of his family, a peaceful inde- 
pendence, undisturbed by apprehen- 
sions of midnight surprise, plunder, and 
assassination; and he finished by a sol- 
emn appeal to heaventhat his sole mo- 
tive for coming among them was the 
love of the Creator and of his crea- 
tures. : 
As the good missionary closed his aps 
peal, Rev Jacket, a Seneca chief of 
great authority, and the most eloquent 
of all his nation, rose and enforced the 
exhortations of the venerable preacher. 


| Ue repeated his leading arguments, and, 
{ . . . 
with an eloquence truly astonishing in 


one like him, pleaded the cause of re- 
ligion and humanity, The ancient coun- 
cil then deliberated for the space of near 
two hours, after which the oldest man 
arose, and solemnly pronounced the re- 
sult of their conferrence, “That the 
christian God was more wise, just, bene- 
ficent, and powerful, than the Great 
Spirit ; and that the missionary who 
delivered his precepts ought to be cher- 
ished as their best benefactor---their 
guide to future happiness.” 

When this decision was pronounced 
by the venerable old man, and acquies- 








cedin by the people, the rage of the 
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prophet of the Alleghany became ter- 
rible. He started from the ground, 
seized his tomahawk, and denouncing 
the speedy vengeance of the Great Spi- 
rit on their whole recreant race, darted 
from the circle with wild impetuosity, 
and disappeared in the shadows of the 
forest. 


. ‘ < . 


THE INDIAN PARADISE. 

The Six Nations call their paradise Eséi- 
nane. To reach that happy region, the spi- 
rits of the departed Indian is obliged to 
cross a wide and dark abyss into which the 
wicked invariably fall, and suffer the award 
of their crimes Beyond are the abodes of 
the virtuous, those who have been brave in 
war, and obedient to their chiefs. _Accord- 
ing to their traditions, ten days are spent in 
the arduous journey from this world to their 
elysium. The following poem supposes the 
period to have elapsed, and that the inhabi- 
tants of Eskinane, surprized that the Chief 
of Oneida had not arrived at his mansion, 
are asking themselves the cause of his de- 
lay ; when he suddenly descends and in- 
forms them that he is destined to another 
heaven, and a higher felicity —Utica Putriot. 


‘Pus breezes were lull’d to their softest re- 
pose, 

And the mantle of midnight had curtain’d 
the sky ; 

The night bird bad ceas’d to complain of 
her woes, 

And the bosom of anguish forgotten its 
sigh. 

All bewilder’d in darkness, and roaming 
forlorn, 

On a path unfrequented,ond weary, I stray’d; 

When a pale gleaming twilight seem’d 
strangely todawn, 

Where Oneida’s last chief by his Kirkland 
is laid 

How ghastly that light of eternity blaz’d 

On the dark, dreary mansions of death and 
the tomb! 

How wild rose the murmur, as silent I 
gaz’d, 

That invited Oneida’s last chief to his home 

’T was the revel of spirits, that sought for 
the dead— 

'[Ewas the death song of warriors in battle 

figids slain ; 


With the scars of past ages, their garments 
were red, 
And they spake of the joys of their bright 
E skinane. ; 


I beheld as the war cry was shouted again, 
And the dances of triumph, they seem'd to 
renew ; 
The elk and the deer seem’d to fly o’er the 
plain, 
And the warrior exulting, again to pursue, 
“ Why comes not the Chief to his blissful 
abode 
For his cabin is empty, his bow is prepar’d; 
Ah ! lingers he still on the perilous road? 
Has the heart of Oneida’s great warrior, 
— despair’d ? 
Why comes not the Chief, to the hunt and 
the feast ? / 

For the calumet waits, and tbe deer will 
have fled ; 
Has the hero forgotten the place of his rest, 
To inhabit, forever, the house of the dead! 


Why comes not the Chief! for the song is 
begun, 
Where the white men ne’er sever the chain, 
of our peace : 
His ancestors shout to the fame of their son 
As he crosses the depths of the greedy 
abyss. 


























Lo! he comes from on high, nor in vest- 
ments of war: 

Ah! thy glories are great for unnumber’d 
thy slain : 

Hast theu, warrior, been seeking in yon 
rolling star ; ; 

For the home ot thy ancestors, bright Eski- 
nane !”? 


‘ Nor the home of my ancestors, bright Es- 
kinane, 
Have I wander’d to seek for, in yon rolling 
star ; 
Nor the robes that are steep’d in the blood 
of the slain, 
Will Oneida’sglast chief be persuaded to 
wear. 


Oh ! curs’d be the war song that hurri’d 
my soul 

On the path ways that led to the battle’s ar- 
ray, ay 

And woe to the chieftain whose quiver is full 

To be dinp’d in the gore of his innocent 
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strung ; 


And, warriors, | rise to the hills of my rest : 

Imeet not your feast, and I meet not your 
song, 

There’s a home for the chief in the isles of 
the blest.’ 

« Where, Sachem, oh where wilt thou rove 
on the deep ? 

Desolation and darkness will cover thy path : 

All the tempests of winter around thee will 
sweep, 

And the fiend will pursue on the pinions of 
death.” 

‘Though the fiend should invade in the roar 
of his storms, 

The abyss burst in thunder, to war on my 
flight, 

Yet the God of the Christians, to save from 
their harms, 

Would cleave the dark womb of old chaos 


and night.’ 

See! he rises! Oneida’s last chieftain* is 
gone : 

Hark, what music of heaven attends on his 

: way ! 

While the clouds roll beneath him, he walks 
not alone, 

4s he sinks from the sight in the regions of 
day. 

The night scene had fled, as I gazed on the 
sky, 

And the death lamp of spectres extinguish’d 
its beam : 


My bosom felt cold as I haste: to fly, 

When midnight departed, and lo ! *twas a 
dream, 

—_—_—_— 


* Skenandon, this celebrated chief, died the 
1th March last, aged 110 years. 


en ee et ad 


ORATORY. 

The passions of man were neyer 
made to be hauled into the service of 
the speaker with the same rough bois- 
terous drudgery that a sailor hoists an 
anchor. Like the muses, they are del- 
ieate damsels---they steal into the pres- 
ence with a‘ light and delicate foot ; 
but when they are seized with the rude 
familiarity of a Jack-tar, they vanish 
fom the grasp. 








SEDUCTION—a true Story. 


Wuv can boast ofa triumph like this ? 
In a cell at the western most corner of 
the prison in the parish of in 
shire (Eng.) lay the unfortunate Eliza 
S——h, the victim of her own weakness, 
and man’s baseness—she was seduced 
to the lowest stage of human degradation, 
and was about to suffer the severest 
punishment in the power of man to in- 
flict. 

In travelling through the parish, I was 
induced by curiosity to visit the prison, 
and was led by the keeper to this cell, 
the refuge of human misery. She was 
kneeling on her bed in listless vacuity—a 
Sun-beam was playing, as if in sportive 
ridicule, o:» her evidently once fine, but 
now emaciated face,—her eyes were 
swollen—her hair dishevelled, and the 
sighs of distress, accompanied at inter- 
vals by the rustling of chains, impress- 
ed more awfully the conviction offhe 
already dreadful change in the d 
late being before me, and the yet mofe 
dreadful change she must soon undergo. 


Unconscious of a present mortal Wit- 
ness to her sorrows, she frantically press- 
ed her hand upon her heart, “ lay still,” 
she said in a voice almost amounting to 
an exclamation, “ a few hours and thou 
shalt be at ease, and I find repose:” A 
tear, perhaps the last she ever shed, roll- 
ed from her cheeks, and glistened on 
her chain: “ Listen to me, Father of all 
Mercy,” she bowed her head in humili- 
ty before the majesty of Heaven, and 
raised her hands in petition: her voice 
was feeble and inarticulate; but her 
mental prayer seemed the ebullition 
of thanks for past, and wishes for fu- 
ture enjoyments. The “ Day-spring 
from on high” shed a mellow light over 





ner sorrows—a Divine smile played: : 
amidst her distress, and her tears in ar a 
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moment were converted into the spark- 
lings of joy ; happiness seemed once more 
« Lord of the ascendant,” and the dread- 
ful death awaiting her, was considered as 
the kind alleviation of worldly sorrows. 

Who was Eliza S------b? this was my 
question to the jailer, and I learnt as 
follows: She was the daughter of a 
gentleman of independent fortune, who 
then lived, or had lately lived, in Lon- 
don. Formed by nature with every 
power to attract and endear, and versed 
in every accomplishment effectually to 
bind, she had, unmarked by any import- 
ant event, attained that age when fe- 
male charms have arrived at perfection. 

Her path had been a thorny path— 
nursed in the lap of fashion, surround- 
ed by every deception of the gay and 
voluptuous, under the eye of a good, but 
alas! too indulgent, a parent—she was 
exposed to more than female weakness 
could withstand, and led on by the 
wiles and winning attractions of the too 
dissipated and inconstaat C——, she 
f where, if it be possible a falling 
could be excused—zshe had loved, ten- 
der!y, ardently loved, and the object had 
proved himself unworthy the possession 
of one, calculated to dispense joy and 
happiness. 


Roused toasense of error, when know- | 


ledge came almost too late, and now 
convinced that every thing depended on 
a bold and masterly movement—her- 


selfheeame the slave of deception, too | 
successfully used those charms nature | 


ave, and to save appearances to the 


world, hypocritically yielded a half wil- i 
‘| istence! 


ting consent, and palmed herself the yet 
untouched virgin on the worthy V-----: 
Criminal intercourse having now a veil 
to the eyes of the world, she scrupled 
not to court the approaches of her se- 
ducer, who appreciating the value of 
what was bestowed, hesitated not to re- 
vei in forbidden pleasures, aud the more 


ee 
— 


effectually to disguise it, courted the 
friendship of the man whose family. \ 
peace he was destroying forever. Em-- 
boldened by their hitherto undetected 
meetings, time rofled on in their enjoy. 
ments, she dispensing her favours to him 
she loved, and cajoling with forced car- 
resses the husband she was bound to 
obey. A child was prematurely boro, 
and still,the completely blinded hu-band, 
felt himself the sole possessor of his 
Eliza ; and doating to distraction he still 
more entangled himselfin the net that 
perfidy had spread around him. 


This continued; the world blew the 
trump of scandal, and even children 
, whispered the tale of Eliza’s shame, and 
yet the husband, though not deaf te 
_ what was said, felt himself enjoying the 
|| purest raptures in a luving wife, for such — 
she yetappeared. Time at last opened 
his eyes, and in a fatal moment of un 











suspecting security, he was forced to be 
a witness of his own shame: the infa- 
|;mous C- ---- was discovered in the em- 
|| braces of his faithless wife. What can 
| be the feelings of a husband and father at 
'|a moment like this! when the being we 
loved, whom we fondly thought worthy 
—our better half—she who has reposed 
on our bosom, as we imagined recipro- 
cating every feeling, has forfeited our 
esteem, and even the title to respect by 
the most abject disgrace || What that of 
the friend, when the creature we che- 
rished in our bosom, who was the cot- 
fident of our joys and our sorrows, has 
proved himself the basest wretch in ex- 


V------ felt not rage, but willing to res 
claim where almost hope was lost, be 
endeavoured to convince her of her el 
ror, and to turn by his manly forgiveness 
from the faithless wanton to the obedi- 
ent wife. Vain attempt! When sunk 








so low as this, to what greater depth 
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may not woman descend—like Milton’s 

satan , 

« And from the lowest hell 

A power threatening to devour me opens 
wide ” 

This was proven, and the night after 
the diseovery she fled with her seducer 
from her hushband’s house to ———}; 
when, dead to every sense of shame, 
and forgetting herself and family in her 
wantonaess, she became the professed 
Mistress of C Cuuld he boast of 
those charms slone which were denied 
toher husband 2? No—and in such a si- 
tuation as this it was more than usually 
difficult ; every oue knew her shame,and 
to the impudent approaches of the dissi- 
pated companions of her paramour, who 
fawned around her for favours, she had 
no firmness to oppose. Unlike to the 
Virtuous, she had no power to breast 





against the pressure of emergencies, 
and to the one, for whom she had re- 
tigued her station in life, andevery hope 
of happiness here with a probable re- 
linguishment of those promised joys in 
the world unknown, she likewise proved 
faithless, and he, become satiated with 
ehjoyments no longer new or difficult of 
aecess, deserted her for other prey.--- 
Unable go look in the face of virtue, 
she resorted to faces equally guilty with 
herself, and thus the more effectually 
Widened the breach of possible reclaim. 
So debased, a courtezan almost in the 
lowest brothel, need I pourtray her life ? 
Novelty made her the idol for a while, 
and her admirers were numerous, but 
S0on intemperance destroyed her con- 
stitution—disease attacked her--in debt, 
& anincumbrance to the house, the infa- 
Mous scene of her lewdness,she was turn- 
ed out, pennyless, hungry, & worse than 
illifriendless : no home offered her a wel- 
Come reception. There was yet one 
step Wanting to consummate the perfee- 
fion of self abasement: An opportunity 
offered—she committed theft—was de- 


a 








Senunartegenees at 
Ie: BF wees 


PPE cs SY ane atm FI 


tected—-thrown into prison—tried—- 
found guilty, and condemned to death! 

Sh. was in prison under this sentence 
when I saw her: religion, the last refuge 
under distress, had given her comfort, 
and the hope of that blessed promised 
immortality, had made her look forward 
with anxiety, mixed with resignation, to 
the expiration of those few hours that 
bounded her views. 

A few hours more and she would be 

* A thing 
Round which the raven flaps her funeral 
wing.” 

Wowan! what is virtue that it shoald 
be thus trifled with? what is chastity 
that it should by the sport of an hour? 
and subject to be rifled by the first bold 


adventurer ? who but sees in the fate of . 


the beauteous Eliza—what may at some 
line be her own? or who-can say how 
low human weakness, unsupported by 
the strict observance of the rules for 
maiden modesty, and conjugal fidelity, 
as pourtrayed in our holy religion, ¢ap 
descend ? how many are on the brinis 
of that precipice I have noted ? and hew 
many more, who fancy, like Eliza, they 
have an excuse for their weakness,uncer 
the idea they love ? Love like this is a 
phantom, which a few moments of iili- 
cit enjoyment will inevitably destroy. 

This is vot fiction—a close observer 
of human nature will discover events 
like this in every day’s transaction, in 
greater or less degrees. 


Al 
——__——. 





A gentleman relating one vight at a 
coffee room in Oxferd, that Dr. . 
of Brazen Nose college, had put out his 
leg in crossing a kennel, five surgeons 
immediately set off for the doctor’s 





apartments, but returned dismayed, say-, 


ing no such thing had happened 
“ Why (replied the gentleman) how can 
aman cross a kennel without putting 
out his leg 2” 
ee 
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From a Raleigh (x. c.) paper of May 10. 


MAY DAY; OR 

THE CROWNING OF FLORA. 

I have often heard of the celebra- 
tions of May-day, but never witnessed 
the festivities and amusements of crown- 
ing the Queen of this joyous season 
uatil the entrance of the present month. 
On the first of May, the young ladies 
belonging to the Raleigh Female Acad- 
emy, assembled under the wide-spread- 


jag trees which embosom their build- |: 


ing, and proceeded to the election of a 
Queen. Miss Mary Du Bose, of Geor- 
gia, was the successful candidate. She 
was conducted to the rural throne, when 
geecing seated, she was, with suitable cer- 
emonies crowned with a chaplet of flow- 
‘Wers, The grove thereupon resounded 
with “ Long live Queen Mary,” and 
she received in an appropriate manner, 
the felicitations and homage of her sub- 
jects. Some slight refreshments were 
distributed among the vetaries of Flora, 
the students, and the many ladies and 
gentlemen who were spectators of the 
scene. 
awakened by the melody of music, and 
the mirthful scene impressed all so hap- 
pily, that the students will long believe 
this day was not lost. Mr. Marling, so 
well knoavn for his skill and taste in paint- 
ing, was present and sketched a like- 
ness of the May Queen, as she appear- 
ed in her ensigns efroyalty; and the lov- 
ers ofthe fine arts may expect to be grat- 
tified with a sight of the picture at his ex- 
hibition gallery, when it shall have receiy- 
ed the finishing touches ofhis pencil. 
The following address to the Queen 
‘was read by Miss Ann W. Clark, Geor- 
gia, in a manner so expressive and -gree- 
able as to create genera! satisfaction, 
Beloved Mary—This lovely day in- 
vites us to lay aside the sober pursuits 
of literature. and take up the theme of 
rejoicing. 


7 2 





The echoes of the grove were | 








All nature is now attired in its love- 
liest robe. The fields, the groves, the 
gardens rejoice. The air is calm, the 
woods are vocal with music, and the 
sun in his declining course, smiles thro’ 
a cloudless atmosphere on us, the glad. 


dened daughters of cheerfulness. 
Our bosoms beat in unison with the 


scene. Peace and joy smile around us, 
and we sought fur some innocent means 
of expressing these blissful sensations, 
One wish actuates, one sentiment ia- 
spires us, viz. that this day of socid 
joy be succeeded by an evening of de- 
light. 
To grace the scene we have selected 
the fairest flowers of Spring. They 
were plucked by the hands of affection, 
and friendship has entwined a wreath 
to deck the brow of our favourite girl. 
Will our Mary deigo to accept the short- 
lived tribute of ourlove ? Will she con- 
descend to accept the title of Queen of 
May ? She witl—and while she wears 
this blooming crown, let its decaying 
bloom remind her of beauty’s transient 
glow, while its fragrant sweetness for- 
cibly inculcates the superiour charms of 
virtue. 
“ The only amaranihine flower on earth, 
is Virtue— 
“ The only lasting treasure, Truth.” 
May these Roses be such as shall 
spring in her path through life! They 
are lovely indeed, but they bear a thorn, 
The cerulean vault of Heaven is seldom 
cloudless : and let us remember that 
pleasure on earth is ever alloyed with 
pain. 
This roseate month will soon be buried 
with the years beyond the flood: the 
season of joy will soon be past. The 
summer, the autumn, the winter of life, 
will soon be here ; and you, the Queen 
of this happy coronation day, with your 
gay attendants, must, like the withering 
leaves of those sweet flowers, retarn 
the dust from whence we sprang. 
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VARIETY. 
—— 
A TRICK. 

Dionysius the tyrout used Philoso- 
phers like good bottles of wiae,to which 
be helped himself as long as they eou- 
tained any liquor, and broke the bottles 
when they were empty ;atrick to which 
the great are every way addicted. 

a 
ANECDOTE 

Upon the door of a house oecupied by 
a father and son, the former a black- 
sthith and publican, the latter a barber, 
near Bridgewater, Somersetshire, is a 
hoard expressing as follows ;—Barnes 
and son, blacksmith and barber’s work 
done here—horseshoing and shaving, 
locksmended, and hare cutting,bleeding, 
teeth drawing and all other furriery work. 
All sorts of spiratus lickers akording to 
the late comical trety. Take notis my 
wife keeps skool, and lays folks, as you 
shall, teaches reading and riting and ail 
other langwetches, and has a sis aunts 
ifrequired to teech horitory, sowing, the 
mathew matics ; and all other fashiona- 
ble diversions. 


A PUN. 
A gentleman meeting an old friend, 
Whom he had not seen for a long time, 
congratulated him on coming to the pos- 


. Session of a large landed estate. “ There 


Was such a report” replied the other, 
“but you may depend that it was quite 
Sroundless.” 





ACCOMPLISHED WOMAN. 

Where is the eloquence that can speak 
the feelings of that woman who is true 
to nature, yet governed by education ; 
Whose ardour is of heaven, and whose 
manners are for society , whose sensa- 
lions are inspired by Gop, and whose 


conduct. jg regulated by man; whose y 


*ensibility trembles through her whole 





being: and whose reason governs her 
whole life; who is created to love, and 
who blushes even to berself to confess 
her destiny. 








BENEVOLENCE. 
Acts of benevolence, proceeding fron 
exoited generosity ef the mind, though | 
{hey may too often meet with no return 
| from those who benefit by them but in- 
;gratitude, and produce no reward to 
| those who perform them but the reflee- 
tion that they have done good deeds, | 
are sometimes productive, besides this | 
invaluable recompence of great and un- | 





expected advantages in these oecurren- 
ces of life which the self-interested and 
sordid alone direct their attention. © 


P 


ee 





ON EPITAPHS. 


Many persons, in the course of their 
peregrinations in the United States,have 
doubtless read epitaphs, not only of an 
excellent, but of a most miserable char 
acter. An epitaph should always furnish 
mental improvement,by inviting the rea- 
der to serious thought. A late traveller 
in England, has furnished several copies 
of epitaphs ; among others, the follow- 
ing :—Bos. Ev. Gaz. 





* Beneath this stone lies eld Joan Bluff, 

Who died, alas, while taking snuff; 

One day, as she a pinch was seizing, 

Grim Death came in,and caught her sneez- 
ing.’ 


* Here lies interr’d beneath this stone 
The bones of a true hearted «ne, 
Who lived well and died better, 

And sings in Heaven Glory forever.’ 


Such lines as the above, (as Blair says 
in Lis “ Grave,’’) are 

‘ Enough to rouse a dead man into rage, § 

And warm with red resentment the war 








check.’ | 
Let pleasure be ever so innocent, the | 
excess is always criminal. 
‘> | 
oe ae 
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Seat of the Muses. 





For the New-York Weekly Museum. 


LINES. 
4* But tell me how this wend’rous flame | 
began, 
"Ve angels who behold the face of God 
I call the worms my brethren, and confers 
Corruption is my Father; yet high as yours | 
My divine ambition springs, the same light 
object, kindles my desires.” 
W uy is it I so much adore 
The wonders of redeeming grace, 
Thus love to scan its beauties o’er 
And long to see my Saviour’s face? 





Why is it when with firm resolves 
I bend before thy gracious throne ; 
To break the follies of the world, 
And own no lord but Gop alone ? 


Why when such swect communions rise 
To thrill my soul, and warm my heart, 
Is satan suffered to allure 
Or bid those blissful visions part ? 


Is it because my soul shall strive, 
And boast a warfare ere she gains 
That biessing which unnumber’d saints 
Have died us Martyrs to obtain? 


Then be it so: the tempter’s wiles 
Shall serve but to increase my faith, 

Wiil’st I with full, triumphant smile, 
Will call thee mine in life and death. 


My flesh is weak, but thou, oh Gon, 
Canst strengthen and support thy vine, 
And thou wilt help mine unbelicf, 
And make this willing spirit thine. 
ELLA. 
——. 


For the New-York Weekly Museum. 


TO W.A.S. 


Gratervt to Julia’s heart, is praise like 


thine, 
Prompted by feelings nature loves to twine 


Around the heart, formed for her gifts di- 


Companion of my childhoods happy days! 
Inspirer of my infant muse’s lays! 

Accept the feeble tribute Julia pays, 

My Brother, 
Long, long may “ Nature prompt,” and: 
thou obey! 

With intrest, long may I thy love repay! 
And oft with joyful heart, may Julia say 
My Brother. 





















. —>—_ 
For the New-York Weekly Muscum. 
LINES 
Written on the death of Mrs. Fawsy Wo0s- 
TER, wife of capt. Charles W. Wooster, 
who died on the 9th inst. after a short,but 
severe illness. 


** As gathering clouds obscure the clearest 
skies, 

And sudden waves in calmest seas arise, 
So in one fatal hour, a blast destroys, 


The fragrant blossom of domestic joys!” 
NOYES. 


Anp is she gone ? who scarcely knew 3 pt — 
rent’s name, 
And has death clasp’d the wife and mo 


ther too? 
Yes, she is fled ! and left her dear remains, 


To weep those early drops! so justly due. 


For who can stay the dewy new-born teat, 
When they behold an infant’s heav'aly 
smile ? | 
Who smiles unconcious at its loss most deat! 
The mother, who would all its woes be 
guile. 
I knew her form, and sure 1 mark’d a gleam, 
Which lights the tender breast with friend- 
ship’s ray; 
And in each smile, I saw such virtues beam, 
As damp’d each rising senseless 
away. 
Where’er she rests, shall mem’ry fondly 
lave 
The spot, with sorrows pure and pensilé 
tears ; 
And each surrounding plant. shall there 
prove brave, 
To guard her sleeping hours from nightly 
fears: 
There too shall sorrow half-reclining bend, 
To wing the evening vespers from 








vine, 
My Brother. 


’ 


breast; 
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ays! 


her. 
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say 
her. 
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And pity shall such sweet libations lend, 
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To green the turf where her lov’d relics 
rest. 
And when the final trump shall burst the 
tomb, 
That shields her virtuous innocence in 
peace, 
Then shall she rise with that mild cloudless 
bloom, 
As bids each throb of sorrow then to 
cease : 
To bliss, shall seraphs then direct he way, | 
And guide each fleeting step with pious 





care ; \ 


For there, nor tears, nor sighs, nor griefs | 
have sway, 
But cease/ess joys shall be her given share. 
ROLLA. | 
—_— 


For the New-York Weekly Museum. 


“1COULDNOTIFE WOULD” | 

* Thou shalt not sleep in thy cold watery | 
grave unwept, unsung, without the tears | 
of somé@true faithful friend.” 


Awake, my muse and strike thy wildest | 
lvre, 
With trembling fingers sweep again the | 
string, 
For now no melancholy theme inspires; 
Of love’s extatic bliss{ulness I sing. 
Oft have [mourned the friends who I have 
lost, f 
Torn by insatiate death’s relenticss fang, | 
Some sleep in Ocean and by waves are tost, | 
“ By unseen spirits was their death knell | 
rang.’? 
Wild o'er the waters desolation shrick’d, | 
Ashim I loved was plunged beneath the 
wave, | 


While resignation pale, aghast, and meek, 


Saw Genius sink in an unfmely grave. | 

But why thus damp my present joy sublime, 
And yield to Friendship what belongs to | 

love, 

Itis because, beyond the lapse of time, 
Both are united in the realms above. 


For oft on Earth the pulses maddening play, 
Breaks friendship’s bands, and separates 
in twain 
hearts that formed in darkling mise- 
’ ry’s day, 
¥ pleasure’s sun dissolve and ne’er unite 
again. 





And shall I e’er forget e’enthough I breathe 
Those fragrant sweets, product of nature’s 
bloom, 
That friend whose burning bosom’s ceased 
to heave, 
Who now lies breathless in his wat'ry 
tom b. 





No! days and m onths a 
along, 
Still will memory live within my breast, 


years may rolk 


Until too shali be with him at rest. . 
Til! then, nor death nor pain in life Pll fear, 
But bow submissive to th’ chastising rcd, 
His last words sounding in my astonished 
ear, 
‘** I throw me onthe mercy of my Gop.” 


MERCUTIO, 
(To be concluded in our next.) 


——er ee 
THE EMERALD ISLE. ‘ 
By Dr. Drenvay, of Belfast. 


TuereE isa sweet Island that lies in the 
west," 
With green.vested mountain and vale, 
The fountains of health find their source in 
her breast, 
And her breath plumes the spice breath- 
ing gale. 
No venomous reptile lies hid in her groves--- 
Her bosom no serpents defile, 
Where virtue and truth lead the graces anc& 
loves, 
O’er the face of the Emerald Is!e. 


But where is this Island that lies in the 


west, 
Where the fountains of health ever flow 
This Eden of Islands is Erin the bless’d, 
Where the scions of honor still grow. 
O! search the wide world—to its farther- 
most bound: 
And where huuries of paradise smile, 
You will find that no place with such beauty- 
iscrowa’d, 
As the sea-circled Emerald Is’e. 





*As the preceding verses were wriiten 
in Ireland—and as that country lies to the 
west of Europe—the position of Ireland, in 
this point ef view, is geographically cor- 





rect, 


| Stil! will his virtues be my theme for song,y~ 
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© ! did T possess all the lands of the giobe— 
Were the wealth of the universe mine— 

Give me but a spot on my Zrin’s green robe, 
And the world, and the wealth shall be 


thine! 
Thrice happy were I, should I waste all my 
youth, . 


From my country in lonely exile, 
To enjoy my last years with some daughter 
of truth, 
A sweet maid of the Emerald Isle. 
For no land of such feminine excellence 
boasts, 
To the utmost extremes of the earth,® 
As the green-breasted Isle of the azure- 
zoned coasts, 
Where female pe fection had birth : 
From the east to the west :—from the pole 
to the pole, 
The sweet maids of the heart-winning 
wile, 


Are the white bosom’d fair—who in great. |: 


ness of soul, 
Winthe palm to the Emera/d Zs'e! 





*« The land we live in,” like the present 
company, always excepted ! 
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Intelligence. 
24o>- 

The U. S. corvette John A@lams ar- 
rived at this port last Wednesday from 
Algiers, from whence she sailed the 12th 
of April. It appears that a misunder- 
standing having taken place, the Dey 
was about ordering his cruisers out to 
seize ‘American vessels contrary to the 
late treaty; whieh commodore Shaw 
hearing, induced him immediately to 
visit Algiers with his squadron to settle. 
The immediate destruction of the Al- 
gerine fleet and capital, which was 
threatened, had the desired effect. 

The English admiral Exmouth, with 
a fleetin the Mediterranean has exacted 
a treaty with the Bey of Tunis, on the 
principles of civilized nations—that none 
of the prisoners (in case of war) shall be 
sold or consigned to slavery, but be 
treated with all humanity until regularly 
exchanged. 


) 








The ouptials of the princess Charlotte 
Augusta, daughter of the Prince Regent 
of England, wih Leopold George Fre- 
derick, Prince of Saxe Coburg, took 
place in London the 2d of May. ‘T'be 
Prince Regent, it appears, has appointed 
him a general in the army. 

A London paper of May 11 says, six 
spots, resembling a cluster of islands, 
situated near each other, have been vi- 
sible on the sun’s disk. Its breadth is 
said to be at least equal to the diameter 
of the earth, or about 8000 miles. 

Accounts of the present season con- 
tinue to be published. The Ist week 
in June severe frost and ice were expe- 
rienced in the southern parts of Virgi- 
nia. At Hallowell, (Maine) about the 
same time, the weather was so suddenly 
severe as to benumb the early birds, so 
as to be taken by the hand, and great 
numbers are said to have perished with 
the cold. 


Letters from Zwoll (Holland) says a 
London paper, state that in the night 
between the Ist and 2d Feb. last an ex- 
traordinary motion was observed in the 
water of the sea, which appeared to be 
the effect of an earthquake. Large ves- 
sels were dashed against each other, 
and the ice was broken with a frightful 
noise. ‘This movement lasted near half 
an hour. It is remarkable that it took 
place the same day that the earthquake 
happened in the island of Madeira. 

Accounts from Marienburg, (Ger- 
many) of March $1, give a melancholy 
picture of distress which took place in 
that neighbourhood by the overflowing 
of the sea. It is stated, that‘in the 
night the dykes were burstin 2 places 
One breach was 20 and the other 70 


rods broad—that in the darkness of the 


night it was impossible for the inhabl- 
tants to do more than save themselves, 
by retreating to the upper part of their 
houses. At break of day a most dread- 
ful scene appeared ; a district of 17 
German square miles of the most fer 
tile land was under water. Every where 
were seen white sheets and shirts hung 
out as signals of distress, and from every 
roof the cries of the sufferers were hea 


—Up to the 25th twe hundred cattle | . 
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were drowned in Milantz alone. The NUPTIAL, 
continued cold makes the distress infi- “a 
nite. Flames daily were seen rising in 
MARRIED. 


the midst of the watery waste, as the 
people, benumbed with cold, warmed 
themselves by fires in the lofts of their 


houses. 





Morillo, the Spanish general, under 


date of March 9, at Mompoz, gives a | 


detail of actions with the patriot troops 
on the @ist and 22d Feb. in which he | 
says that not more than 30 out of 3000 | 
of the patriots escaped being killed, | 
wounded, or taken prisoners. However, | 
in some other parts, the patriots appear | 
to be gaining ground ; and recent ac- 
counts from South America state Mo- 
rillo’s army as being in a most wretch- 
ed condition by the fever of the country. 


The late fire in Baltimore, which de- 
streyed a large manufacturing establish- 
ment, originated it is said in the spon- 
taneous combustion of the cotton stow- 
ed away in the store of the Union Man- 
ufacturing Company. 





The following singular case is copied from 
a London paper of the 6th April last. 
. Agardener’s wife at Vienna was, at 
the age of 24 years, seized by a violent 
head ache, which continued for several 
# years, and drove her almost to despair. 
She was at last advised to take snuff as 
aremedy in order to promote a discharge 
of mueus. Happening to have some 
+ assafetida in the house, she mixed it 
With the snuff, on the supposition that 
it might increase the effect. The con- 
Sequence was, that a worm was dischar- 
ged from the nostril, similar in appear- 
ance to the common grub. This cir- 
tumstance reduced her to continue to 
use the mixture of assafedita and snuff. 
ight more worms were discharged. In 
short, by the use of the remedy, 48 
Worms in all were discharged, and the 
d ache was completely removed 
Frank, who relates the ease, suppo- 


8s that the worms had been lodged in 
the frontal sinus. 
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By the rev. Mr Lyell, Mr. Isaac Merrick, 
| to Miss Louisa Jane Lockman, daughter of 
| Samuel Lockman, esq. all of this city. 

By the rev. Mr Spring, Mr. Sabin Leth- 
bridge, merchant, to Mrs. Eliza Brown, both 
| of this city. 

By the rev. D. Mason, the rev. Jacob Van 
Vechten, of Schenectady, to Miss Catha- , 
rine V. W. Mason, daughter of the rey. Dr. 
Mason, of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Feltus, Mr. John Shilla- 
ber, jun. merchant, to Miss Eliza A. Shuter, 
all of this city. 

At Flatbush, (1. 1.) by the rev. Dr. Liv- 
ingston, Mr. Ava Neal, to Miss Wilhelmina 
Lowe, daughter of the rev. Peter Lowe. 
ot TOES 


OBITUARY. 

















The city Inspector reports the death of 38 
persons, during the week ending on Satur- 
day the 15 inst. 

DIED, 


After a short illness Mrs. Mary Baker, 
consort of Mr. Calvin Baker, in the 3lst 
year of her age. 

Suddenly, Mr. Alsop Hunt, aged 67. 

Suddenly, Mr John Johnson, aged 43, 

Suddenly, Mr. Samuel Winship, in the 

Sucdenly, Migs. Ann Pifley, aed 27. 
50th year of his age. 

Of a lingering illness, Mr. Christian Smith, 
aged 65. 

‘Mr. Augustus Bailey, son of Mr. John Bais 
ley, deceased, aged 42. 

Mrs. Sarah Kirby, wife of Mr. Edmund 
Kirvy, aged 35 years. 

At Philadelphia, Mr. James Fennell, for- 
merly of the Theatre. 

At Lebanon (Madison County, n. y.) the 
hon. Col. William S. Smith, one of General 
Washington’s aids in the Revolutionary 
War, in the 60th year of his age. 
ce 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

** Emma” came too: late for insertion this: 

week, but will appear the next, as will alse 








: CoLovrs, is the true Answer to the t 


Digma in our $d No, 





“Tue Garven or Faxcy,” from W. A. &. 
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INTERESTING EXTRACT. 


Tae wife of an humble tradesman in 
London, hada son, who at his birth, was 
apparently destitute of life, and was laid 
aside as dead. By the assiduities of a 
faithful nurse, the expiring flame of life 
in the infant was happily preserved. His 
christian mother dedicated him to Gon, 
“and before he could read, taught him 
the history of the old and New ‘Testa- 
ment, by the assistance of some Dutch 
tiles in the chimney of the room we-e 
they usually sat.” That child was Philip 
Doddridge, afterwards one of the most 
useful ministers that has lived in any age- 

By whose instrumentality was the pro- 
phet Samuel educated for an exalted 
station in the church? By that of his 
mother Hannah, Who taught young 
Timothy the holy scriptures? fis grand- 
mother Lois, and his mother Eunice.— 
Wherever the writings of the late venera- 
ble John Newton shall be read, it will be 
known that the instructions which his 
pious mother gave him befure he was 
four years old, fastened an impression 
on his conscience which cleaved to him 
‘through all his subsequent licentiousness, 
till he became an eminent believer and 
preacher of the gospel which he had 
despised. In connection with this, take |, 
another fact.——Claudius Buchanan, a 
poor youth, wandering in the streets of | 
London, incidently heard a sermon from 
Mr: Newton, which excited his first re- 
ligious impressions. 
has been done by the indefatigable ef- 
forts and enterprize of Buchanan! How 
little did he know when he took his pen 
to write on that text, ‘“ We have seen 
his star in the east and ure come to wor- 


ship him,” that he was kindling a fire, 
to burn with unabated fervour inion: 


of bosoms, when the band of death 
should have extinguished it in his own! 
How many thousands are every day in- 
structed and comforted by reading the 


How much good 


| 
Family Bible of Scott, another man to 
whom Newton was a spiritnal father! 
Look now at this immense sum of good, 
and remember that, so far as human 
agency deserves to be mentioned in any 
cease,all this is to be ascribed under Gop, 
to the instructions which a little child 
received from his christian mother, 


ee 


INGENIOUS * TRICK.’ 








The late Dr, Franklin had a peculiar 
| and happy way of doing much good 
| The following letter from hin is one of 

the numerous proofs that might be ad- 
duced ; ‘I send you her: with a bill of ten 


| louis-d’ors. I do not pretend to give such 


asum—tI only lend ii to you. When you 
return to your country, you cannot fail 
of getting into some business that will 
in time, enable you to pay all yourdebts 
In that case wheo you meet with ai 
ther honest man in similar distress, yotl 
must pay me, by lending this sum to him, 
enjoining him to discharge the debi bya 
like operation, when he shall be able, 
}and shall meet with such another op 
| portunity.—I hope it may thus go thro! | 
' many hands before it meets with a knawt 
| to stop its progress. This is a trick of 
| mine for doing a deal of good witha lit 
tle money. I am not rich enougi to ab 
| ford much in good works, so am obliged 
_to be cunning, and make the most of 4 
little. 





A friendship with a generous strange? 
is commonly more steady than with the 
nearest relation. ‘ 
a) 
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